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Argument 


Author's Notes: 
Written as a request for deathcrushbbb. 


Øystein came back from the grocery store, carrying a single bag that held a few cans. It was what they could 


afford to eat this week. 

Øystein was hungry and frustrated with the band's slow progress. He needed Pelle to finish up the lyrics he 
was writing so they could begin to put all the pieces together. If Pelle hadn't finished those lyrics, there would 
be hell to pay. 


Øystein set the bag down on the counter before climbing up the stairs. "Pelle, are they done?" he called out. He 


received no response from Pelle. 
He forcefully pushed open the door to Pelle's room. "Did you finish them?" he asked. 


"Yep, here they are," Pelle said. He handed Øystein a few papers. 


Øystein skimmed over the lyrics before slamming the papers down on the desk. "Pelle, what the hell? These 


lyrics are absolute shit!" Øystein shouted 

"Well, how should | make them better, asshole?" Pelle spat. 

"| don't know, you moron, but these are fucking awful! 

"Well, go fuck yourself. | spent hours writing these, and you can't even bother." 

"Excuse me, but | won't go fuck myself I'd rather fuck you" Bystein stepped closer to Pelle. 
Pelle shoved Øystein away. "Fuck off, Bystein, you ass. I'm in no mood for sex" 

"Hmm." Øystein stood still for a second before reaching out and kissing Pelle on the lips. 


Pelle, caught off guard by the action, stood against the wall, dumbfounded. He knew that Bystein's mood could 
shift drastically within a matter of minutes, and he wondered if he should just go with it. 


Before Pelle could make another move, Øystein had pressed him up against the wall and flung himself upon him. 


Øystein kissed Pelle deeply, and Pelle, despite his initial shock, kissed him back 


Øystein quickly stripped before ripping off Pelle's clothes. He grabbed Pelle and shoved him facedown on the 
bed. 


Pelle let out a quiet whine. "Bystein.” 
He was quickly cut off when Øystein slapped his ass with his own belt. "Count. Now" 

Dystein brought the belt down on Pelle's ass. "One," he called out. 

Again and again, Bystein slapped Pelle with the belt. "Two.. Three... Four.” 

Pelle had to count to fifty before Dystein stopped beating him with the belt. His ass was bright red, and it 
stung. Øystein dropped the belt back onto the floor. "Spread your legs for me, Pelle," he ordered, stroking his 


rapidly hardening cock. 


Pelle quickly complied, spreading his legs as wide as he could. "Bystein," he whimpered. He felt a cold finger 


enter him, which was soon followed by a second. 
Øystein thrust his fingers further in and hit Pelle's prostate, eliciting a quiet moan, 


"Øystein, please," Pelle moaned. "Please just fuck mel" 


Øystein thrust into Pelle, slowly at first and then faster and faster. Pelle moaned as Dystein dug his nails into 
his shoulders. 


"Øystein. Fuck me harder..." 
Øystein continued to speed up the pace. "Fuck, Pelle, I'm so close!" 


With a garbled scream, Øystein came deep inside Pelle. He then reached a hand around to Pelle's cock and began 


to stroke it quickly. 

"Cum for me, Pelle." 

With that, Pelle came all over Øysteins hand, the bed, and his own stomach. 

The two of them lay on Pelle's bed, breathless. 

"Øystein. l'm sorry." 

"Don't be. We can make the lyrics work.. | shouldn't have yelled at you." 

"No... It was my fault." 

"Why don't we just put this behind us?" Øystein asked, wrapping his arms around Pelle. 
"That sounds good," Pelle murmured, pressing himself up against Dystein 

"| love you, Pelle." 


"| love you even more." 


